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That the thought upon me came
Of the lantern's steady flame.
Of the softly whispered name,

Of how kiss and words did sound
While the olives stood around.
While the robe lay on the ground.

Then the words the Lord did speak
And that kiss in Holy Week
Dreams of many a kiss did make:

Lover's kiss beneath the moon.,
With it sorrow cometh soon:
Juliet's within the tomb:

Angelico's in quiet light
'Mid the aureoles very bright
God is looking from the height.

There the monk his love doth meet:
Once he fell before her feet
Ere within the Abbey sweet

He, while music rose alway

From the Church, to God did pray

That his life might pass away.

There between the angel rows
With the light flame on his brows.
With his friend, the deacon goes:

Hand in hand they go together,
Loving hearts they go together
Where the Presence shineth ever.
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